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The PJiflorie.of 

for Powder, they’lc fill a pit as well as better : tuiTi man,mortal|, 
iiicft,morta!lmen. 

Weft. I, but, Sir Iohn, mee-thinkes they are exceeding poore 
and bare,too beggarly. 

Eal. Fajth,for their pouerty.I know not where they had that; 
And for their barenes, I am Jure they neuer learnt that of me. 
PrL No, Ilebe fwornc.vnlefl'e you cal three fingers on tire ribs 
bare: But firra, make haft, Percy is already in the field, £xit. 
Pd. What, is the King incamp’d? 

Weft. licii } Sir John, I tearc we flaall ftay too long. 

Pd. Weil, to the latter end o f a Fray, and the beginning ofa 
Feaft,fits a djull fighter,and a kccneguefk Exeunt, 

5c.ew--e 

Enter IJotftur, Wore eft er, Dcrvglas, and ZJernon. 

Hot. Weele fight with him to night, 

Wor. It may not be. 

Dow. You giuehimthejaaduantage. 

Vcr. Not a whit. 

Hot. Wiiy. fay you foi lookes lie not for fupply? 

Z/er. So docw.ee. 

Plot. His is certaiae, ours is tloubtfull. 

Wor. Good Coofen beaduifde, ftir not to night., 

Ver. Doe not, my Lord. 
c Dow. You do notcounfcll well: 

You fpealce it out of feare, and cold heart. 

U;r. Doe me no Sander, ,Dowglas, by my life. 

And I dsrc well maintaine.it withmy^Ufe j , 

If well refpefied Honour bid me on, 

1 hold as Utile counfell with weakc feare, 

As you, my Lord, or any Scot that this day Hues : 

Let it he feene to morrow in the Battell, which of vs fcares.^, 
Dow. Yea or to night. 'Vcr. Content. 

Hot. To night fay I. 

Ver. Come, come, itinav ngtbe. 

I wondermuch being men of fuch greatleading as you are, 

That you forefee not what impediments 

Dnw backe our expedition : certaine Horfc 

Qi pay coofen pewojts arengtyct come v$>, . ^ 


Henry the fourth. 

Yotir Vnde Worcefters Horfe came but to d ay, 

And now their pride and mcttall is afieepe. 

Their courage with hard labour tame and dull. 

That not a Horfeis halfe the halfe of himfclfc. 

Hot. So are the Horfes ofthc Enemie, 

In generall iourney bated and brought low : 

The better part of ours arcfull of reft. 

Wor. The number of the King exceedeth onr : 

For Gods fake, Coofen, ftay till allcomcin. 

The Trumpet foundes a Parley . Enter Sir Walter B lunt . 

Blunt. I come with gracious offers from the King, 
Ify on vouchfafe me hearing, 'and refpett. 

Hot. Welcome, fir Walter Blunt: and would to God 
You were of our determination 5 
Some of vs loueyou well, and euen thofe fomc 
Enuie your great deferuinges and good name, 

Becaufc you are not of ourcjuahtie, 

Butftand againft vs like an Enemie. 

Blunt. And God defend, but ftill I ftiould ftand fe. 
So longasout of limit and true rule 
You (land againft anoynted Maieftie : 

But to my charge. The King hath fe'nt to know 
Thenatureof your griefes, and whereVpon 
Yo u coni ure from thebreaft of ciuill Peace, 

Such bold Hoftilitie, tcacliing his dutiousLand 
Audacious crueltic. Ifthat the King 
Haae any way your good defertes forgot. 

Which he confefleth to be manifold. 

He bids younanac your griefes, and with all fpecd. 

You /ball haue your defires with intereft, 

And Pardon abfolutefor your fclfe,and thefe. 

Herein milled by your fdggeftion. 

Hot. TheKing is kind •' and well we know, the King 
Knowcs at what time to prrimife, when to pay : 

My Father, my Vacle, and my felfe. 

Did giue him that fame Royaltic he weares, 

And when he was not fixe and twenty ftrong, 

Sickein the Worldes regard, wretched, and low. 
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